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TUESDAY

The, Day of Battles

To a new world on Tuesday shifts my song,

Where beat of drum is heard, and trumpet-blast;

Where footmen armed and horsemen armed go past,
And bells say ding to bells that answer dong;
Where he the first and after him the throng,

Armed all of them with coats and hoods of steel,

Shall see their foes and make their foes to feel,
And so in wrack and rout drive them along.
Then hither, thither, dragging on the field

His master, empty-seated goes the horse,
;Mid entrails strown abroad of soldiers kill'd ;

Till blow to camp those trumpeters of yours
Who noise awhile your triumph and are still'd,

And to your tents you eome back conquerors.

WEDNESDAY

The Day of Feasts

ASD every Wednesday, as the swift days move,

Pheasant and peacock-shooting out of doors

You'll have, and multitude of hares to course,
And after you come home, good cheer enough ;
And sweetest ladies at the board above,

Children of kings and counts and senators ;

And comely-favoured youthful bachelors
To serve them, bearing garlands, for true love.

And still let cups of gold and silver ware,
Runlets of vernage-wine and wine of Greece,

Comfits and cakes be found at bidding there ;
And let your gifts of birds and game increase :

And let all those who in your banquet share
Sit with bright faces perfectly at ease.